Edmund                             THE RIPPLE
Blunden
COMING by the sluices
Where the water
Plays like colts in a spring meadow,
Singing by the sluices
Once was easy;
Summer mornings hardly sang there sooner.
Why so hard now?
Still the bramble
Dips her dancing sprays in the sallying
Silver onset.
Boy's bravado
Laughs below in the water's mimic battle.
Think not any
Age is wisest;
Which among these rills of the morning
Should be elder,
Or more knowing?
Boys and spaniels seem of the same persuasion.
Here in the vaulted
Arch of the packbridge
Light in curls, in stars, in javelins
Dances a play upon
Chance and change, and
Sets my mind again shamelessly playing and dancing.
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